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THOUGHTS ON POETRY AND ITS VARIETIES. 
BY JOHN STUART MILL. 

IN TWO PARTS. — PART II. 3 

Nascitub Pobta is a maxim of classical antiquity, 
which has passed to these latter days with less question- 
ing than most of the doctrines of that early age. When 
it originated, the human faculties were occupied, for- 
tunately for posterity, less in examining how the works 
of genius are created, than in creating them : and the 
adage, probably, had no higher source than the ten- 
dency common among mankind to consider all power 
which is not visibly the effect of practice, all skill which 
is not capable of being reduced to mechanical rules, as 
the result of a peculiar gift. Yet this aphorism, born in 
the infancy of psychology, will perhaps be found, now 
when that science is in its adolescence, to be as true as 
an epigram ever is, that is, to contain some truth : truth, 
however, which has been so compressed and bent out of 
shape, in order to tie it up into so small a knot of only 
two words that it requires an almost infinite amount of 
unrolling and laying straight, before it will resume its 
just proportions. 

We are not now intending to remark upon the 
grosser misapplications of this ancient maxim, which 
have engendered so many races of poetasters. The 
days are gone by, when every raw youth whose bor- 
rowed phantasies have set themselves to a borrowed 
tune, mistaking, as Coleridge says, an ardent desire of 
poetic reputation for poetie genius, while unable to dis- 
guise from himself that he had taken no means whereby 
he might become a poet, could fancy himself a born one. 
Those who would reap without sowing, and gain the 
victory without fighting the battle, are ambitious now 
of another sort of distinction, and are born novelists, or 
public speakers, not poets. And the wiser thinkers 
understand and acknowledge that poetic excellence is 
subject to the same necessary conditions with any other 
mental endowment ; and that to no one of the spiritual 
benefactors of mankind is a higher or a more assiduous 
intellectual culture needful than to the poet. It is true, 
he possesses this advantage over others who use the 
" instrument" of words," that, of the truths which he 
utters, a larger proportion are derived from personal 
consciousness, and a smaller from philosophic investiga- 
tion. But the power itself of discriminating between 
what really is consciousness, and what is only a process 
of inference completed in a single instant — and the 
capacity of distinguishing whether that of which the 



mind is conscious be an eternal truth, or but a dream — 
are among the last results of the most matured and per- 
fect intellect. Not to mention that the poet, no more 
than any other person who writes, confines himself 
altogether to intuitive truths, nor has any means of com- 
municating even these but by words, every one of 
which derives all its power of conveying a meaning, 
from a whole host of acquired notions, and facts learnt 
by study and experience. 

Nevertheless, it seems undeniable in point of fact, and 
consistent with the principles of a sound metaphysics, 
that there are poetic natures. There is a mental and 
physical constitution or temperament, peculiarly fitted 
for poetry. This temperament will not of itself make a 
poet, no more than the soil will the fruit ; and as good 
fruit may be raised by culture from indifferent soils, so 
may good poetry from naturally unpoetical minds. But 
the poetry of one who is a poet by nature, will be 
clearly and broadly distinguishable from the poetry of 
mere culture. It may not be truer ; it may not be more 
useful ; but it will be different : fewer will appreciate it, 
even though many should affect to do so ; but in those 
few it will find a keener, sympathy, and will yield them 
a deeper enjoyment. 

One may write genuine poetry, and not be a poet ; 
for whosoever writes out truly any human feeling, writes 
poetry. All persons, even the most unimaginative, in 
moments of strong emotion, speak poetry ; and hence 
the drama is poetry, which else were always prose, 
except when a poet is one of the characters. What is 
poetry, but the thoughts and words in which emotion 
spontaneously embodies itself? As there are few who 
are not, at least for some moments and in some situa- 
tions, capable of some strong feeling, poetry is. natural 
to most persons at some period of their lives. And any 
one whose feelings are genuine, though but of the aver- 
age strength — if he be not diverted by uncongenial 
thoughts or occupations from the indulgence of them, 
and if- he acquire by culture, as all persons may, the 
faculty of delineating them correctly — has it in his 
power to be a poet, so far as a life passed in writing 
unquestionable poetry may be considered to confer that 
title. But ought it to do so ? Yes, perhaps, in a col- 
lection of " British Poets." But " poet » is the name 
also of a variety of man, not solely of the author of a 
particular variety of book : now, to have written whole 
volumes of real poetry is possible to almost all kinds of 
characters, and implies no greater peculiarity of mental 
construction, than to be the author of a history, or a 
novel. 
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Whom, then, shall we call poets ? Those who are so 
constituted, that emotions are the links of association 
by which their ideas, both sensuous and spiritual, are 
connected together. This constitution belongs (within 
certain limits) to all in whom poetry is a pervading 
principle. In all others, poetry is something extraneous 
and superinduced : something out of themselves, for- 
eign to the habitual course of their every-day lives and 
characters; a world to which they may make occa- 
sional visits, but where they are sojourners, not dwellers, 
and which, when out of it, or even when in it, they 
think of, peradventure, but as a phantom-world, a place 
of ignes fatui and spectral illusions. Those only who 
have the peculiarity of association which we have men- 
tioned, and which is a natural though not a universal 
consequence of intense sensibility, instead of seeming 
not themselves when they are uttering poetry, scarcely 
seem themselves when uttering anything to which 
poetry is foreign. "Whatever be the thing which they 
are contemplating, if it be capable of connecting itself 
with their emotions, the aspect under which it first and 
most naturally paints itself to them, is its poetic aspect. 
The poet of culture sees his object in prose, and de- 
scribes it in poetry ; the poet of nature actually sees it 
in poetry. 

This point is, perhaps, worth some little illustration ; 
the rather, as metaphysicians (the ultimate arbiters of 
all philosophical criticism), while they have busied them- 
selves for two thousand years, more or less, about the 
few universal laws of human nature, have strangely ne- 
glected the analysis of its diversities. Of these, none 
lie deeper or reach further than the varieties which dif- 
ference of nature and of education makes in what may 
be termed the habitual bond of association. In a mind 
entirely uncultivated, which is also without any strong 
feelings, objects whether of sense or of intellect arrange 
themselves in the mere casual order in which they have 
been seen, heard, or otherwise perceived. Persons of 
this sort may be said to think chronologically. If they 
remember a fact, it is by reason of a fortuitous coinci- 
dence with some trifling incident or circumstance which 
took place at the very time. If they have a story to 
tell, or testimony to deliver in a witness-box, their nar- 
rative must follow the exact order in which the events 
took place : dodge them, and the thread of association 
is broken ; they cannot go on. Their associations, to 
use the language of philosophers, are chiefly of the suc- 
cessive, not the synchronous kind, and whether succes- 
sive or synchronous, are mostly casual. 

To the man of science, again, or of business, objects 
group themselves according to the artificial classifica- 
tions which the understanding has voluntarily made for 
the convenience of thought or of practice. But where 
any of the impressions are vivid and intense, the associa- 
tions into Vhich these enter are the ruling ones : it 
being a well-known law of association, that the stronger 



a feeling is, the more quickly and strongly it associates 
itself with any other object or feeling. Where, there- 
fore, nature has given strong feelings, and education has 
not created factitious tendencies stronger than the natu- 
ral ones, the prevailing associations will be those which 
connect objects and ideas with emotions, and with each 
other through the intervention of emotions. Thoughts 
and images will be linked together, according to the 
similarity of the feelings which cling to them. A 
thought will introduce a thought by first introducing a 
feeling which is allied with it. At the centre of each 
group of thoughts or images will be found a feeling ; 
and the thoughts or images will be there only because 
the feeling was there. The combinations which the 
mind puts together, the pictures which it paints, the 
wholes which Imagination constructs out of the mate- 
rials supplied by Fancy, will be indebted to some domi- 
nant feeling, not as in other natures to a dominant 
thought, for their unity and consistency of character, for 
what distinguishes them from incoherencies. 

The difference, then, between the poetry of a poet, 
and the poetry of a cultivated but not naturally poetic 
mind is, that in the latter, with however bright a halo 
of feeling the thought may be surrounded and glorified, 
the thought itself is always the conspicuous object ; 
while the poetry of a poet is Feeling itself, employing 
Thought only as the medium of its expression. In the 
one, feeling waits upon thought ; in the other, thought 
upon feeling. The one writer has a distinct aim, com- 
mon to him. with any other didactic author ; he desires 
to convey the thought, and he conveys it clothed in the 
feelings which it excites in himself, or which he deems 
most appropriate to it. The other merely pours forth 
the overflowing of his feelings ; and all the thoughts 
which those feelings suggest are floated promiscuously 
along the stream. 

It may assist in rendering our meaning intelligible, if 
we illustrate it by a parallel between the two English 
authors of our own day, who have produced the great- 
est quantity of true and enduring poetry, Wordsworth 
and Shelley. Apter instances could not be wished for ; 
the one might be cited as the type, the exemplar, of 
what the poetry of culture may accomplish : the other 
as perhaps the most striking example ever known of the 
poetic temperament. How different, accordingly, is the 
poetry of these two great writers. In Wordsworth, the 
poetry is almost always the mere setting of a thought. 
The thought may be more valuable than the setting, or 
it may be less valuable, but there can be no question as 
to which was first in his mind : what he is impressed 
with, and what he is anxious to impress, is some propo- 
sition, more or less distinctly conceived ; some truth, or 
something which he deems- ,puch. He lets the thought 
dwell in his mind, till it excites, as is the nature of 
thought, other thoughts, and also such feelings as the 
measure of his sensibility is adequate to supply. Among 
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these thoughts and feelings, had he chosen a different 
walk of authorship (and there are many in which he 
might equally have excelled), he would probably have 
made a different selection of media for enforcing the 
parent thought: his habits, however, being those of 
poetic composition, he selects in preference the strong- 
est feelings, and the thoughts with which most of feeling 
is naturally or habitually connected. His poetry, there- 
fore, may be defined to be, his thoughts colored by, 
and impressing themselves by means of, emotions. 
Such poetry, Wordsworth has occupied a long life in 
producing. And well and wisely has he so done. Criti- 
cisms, no doubt, may be made occasionally both upon 
the thoughts themselves, and upon the skill he has 
demonstrated in the choice of his media : for, an affair 
of skill and study, in the most rigorous sense, it evi- 
dently was. But he has not labored in vain : he has 
exercised, and continues to exercise, a powerful, and 
mostly a highly beneficial influence over the formation 
and growth of not a few of the most cultivated and 
vigorous of the youthful minds of our time, over whose 
heads poetry of the opposite description would have 
flown, for want of an original organization, physical or 
mental, in sympathy with it. 

On the other hand, "Wordsworth's poetry is never 
bounding, never ebullient ; has little even of the ap- 
pearance of spontaneousness : the well is never so full 
that it overflows. There is an air of calm deliberate- 
ness about all he writes, which is not characteristic of 
the poetic temperament : his poetry seems one thing, 
himself another ; he seems to be poetical because he 
wills to be so, not because he cannot help it : did he will 
to dismiss poetry, he need never again, it might almost 
seem, have a poetical thought. He never seems pos- 
sessed by any feeling ; no emotion seems ever so strong 
as to have entire sway, for the time being, over the cur- 
rent of his thoughts. He never, even for the space of a 
few stanzas, appears entirely given up to exultation, or 
grief, or pity, or love, or admiration, or devotion, or 
even animal spirits. He now and then, though seldom, 
attempts to write as if he were ; and, never, we think, 
without leaving an impression of poverty : as the brook 
which on nearly level ground quite fills its banks, ap- 
pears but a thread when running rapidly down a pre- 
cipitous declivity. He has feeling enough to form a 
decent, graceful, even beautiful decoration to a thought 
which is in itself interesting and moving ; but not so 
much as suffices to stir up the soul by mere sympathy 
with itself in its simplest manifestation, nor enough to 
summon up that array of " thoughts of power " which 
in a richly stored mind always attends the call of really 
intense feeling. It is for this reason, doubtless, that the 
genius of Wordsworth is essentially unlyrical. Lyric 
poetry, as it was the earliest kind, is also, if the view we 
are now taking of poetry be correct, more eminently 
and peculiarly poetry than any other : it is the poetry 



most natural to a really poetic temperament, and least 
capable of being successfully imitated by one not so 
endowed by nature. 

Shelley is the very reverse of all this. Where Words- 
worth is strong, he is weak; where Wordsworth is 
weak, he is strong. Culture, that culture by which 
Wordsworth has reared from his own inward nature the 
richest harvest ever brought forth by a soil of so little 
depth, is precisely what was wanting to Shelley : or let 
us rather say, he had not, at the period of his deplorably 
early death, reached sufficiently far in that intellectual 
progression of which he was capable, and which, if it 
has done so much for greatly inferior natures, might 
have made of him the most perfect, as he was already 
the most gifted of our poets. For him, voluntary men* 
tal discipline had done little : the vividness of his emo- 
tions and of his sensations had done all. He seldom 
follows up an idea ; it starts into life, summons from the 
fairy-land of his inexhaustible fancy some three or four 
bold images, then vanishes, and straight he is off on the 
wings of some casual association into quite another 
sphere. He had scarcely yet acquired the consecutive- 
ness of thought necessary for a long poem ; his more 
ambitious compositions too often resemble the scattered 
fragments of a mirror; colors brilliant as life, single 
images without end, but no picture. It is only when 
under the overruling influence of some one state of feel- 
ing, either actually experienced, or summoned up in the 
vividness of reality by a fervid imagination, that he 
writes as a great poet ; unity of feeling being to him the 
harmonizing principle which a central idea is to minds 
of another class, and supplying the coherency and con- 
sistency which would else have been wanting. Thus it 
is in many of his smaller, and especially his lyrical 
poems. They are obviously written to exhale, perhaps 
to relieve, a state of feeling, or of conception of feeling, 
almost oppressive from its vividness. The thoughts and 
imagery are suggested by the feeling, and are such as it 
finds unsought. The state of feeling may be either of 
soul or of sense, or oftener (might we not say inva- 
riably ?) of both : for the poetic temperament is usually, 
perhaps always, accompanied by exquisite senses. The 
exciting cause may be either an object or' an idea. But 
whatever of sensation enters into the feeling, must not 
be local, or consciously organic ; it is a condition of the 
whole frame, not of a part only. Like the state of sensa- 
tion produced by a fine climate, or indeed like all 
strongly pleasurable or painful sensations in an impas- 
sioned nature, it pervades the entire nervous system. 
States of feeling, whether sensuous or spiritual, which. 
thus possess the whole being, are the fountains of that 
which we have called the poetry of poets ; and which is 
little else than a pouring forth of the thoughts and 
images that pass across the mind while some permanent 
state of feeling is occupying it. 

To the same original fineness of organization, Shelley 
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Was doubtless indebted for another of his rarest gifts, 
that exuberance of imagery, which when unrepressed, 
as in many of his poems it is, amounts to a fault. The 
susceptibility of his nervous system, which made his 
emotions intense, made also the impressions of his exter- 
nal senses deep and clear : and agreeably to the law of 
association by which, as already remarked, the strongest 
impressions are those which associate themselves the 
most easily and strongly, these vivid sensations were 
readily recalled to mind by all objects or thoughts 
which had co-existed with them, and by all feelings 
which in any degree resembled them. Never did a 
fancy so teem with sensuous imagery as Shelley's. 
Wordsworth economizes an image, and detains it until 
he has distilled all the poetry out of it, and it will not 
yield a drop more : Shelley lavishes his with a profusion 
which is unconscious because it is inexhaustible. 

If, then, the maxim Nasdtur poeta, mean, either that 
the power of producing poetical compositions is a pecu- 
liar faculty which the poet brings into the world with 
him, which grows with his growth like any of his bodily 
powers, and is as independent of culture as his height, 
and his complexion; or that any natural peculiarity 
whatever is implied in producing poetry, real poetry, 
and in any quantity — such poetry too, as, to the majori- 
ty of educated and intelligent readers, shall appear quite 
as good as, or even better than, any other ; in either 
sense the doctrine is false. And, nevertheless, there is 
poetry which could not emanate but from a mental and 
physical constitution peculiar, not in the kind, but in the 
degree of its susceptibility : a constitution which makes 
its possessor capable of greater happiness than mankind 
in general, and also of greater unhappiness ; and because 
greater, so also more various. And such poetry, to all 
who know enough of nature to own it as being in nature, 
is much more poetry, is poetry in a far higher sense, 
than any other ; since the common element of all poetry, 
that which constitutes poetry, human feeling, enters far 
more largely into this than into the poetry of culture. 
Not only because the natures which we have called 
poetical, really feel more, and consequently have more 
feeling to express ; but because, the capacity of feeling 
being so great, feeling, when excited and not volunta- 
rily resisted, seizes the helm of their thoughts, and the 
succession of ideas and images becomes the mere utter- 
ance of an emotion ; not, as in other natures, the emo- 
tion a mere ornamental coloring of the thought. 

Ordinary education and the ordinary course of life 
are constantly at work counteracting this quality of 
mind, and substituting habits more suitable to their own 
ends : if instead of substituting they were content to 
superadd, there would be nothing to complain of. But 
when will education consist, not in repressing any men- 
tal faculty or power, from the uncontrolled action of 
which danger is apprehended, but in training up to its 
proper strength the corrective and antagonistic power ? 



In whomsoever the quality which we have described 
exists, and is not stifled, that person is a poet. Doubt- 
less he is a greater poet in proportion as the fineness of 
his perceptions, whether of sense or of internal con- 
sciousness, furnishes him with an ampler supply of lovely 
images — the vigor and richness of his intellect, with a 
greater abundance of moving thoughts. For it is 
through these thoughts and images that the feeling 
speaks, and through their impressiveness that it im- 
presses itself, and finds response in other hearts ; and 
from these media of transmitting it (contrary to the 
laws of physical nature) increase of intensity is reflected 
back upon the feeling itself. But all these it is possible 
to have, and not be a poet ; they are mere materials, 
which the poet shares in common with other people. 
What constitutes the poet is not the imagery nor the 
thoughts, nor even the feelings, but the law according 
to which they are called up. He is a poet, not because 
he has ideas of any particular kind, but because the 
succession of his ideas is subordinate to the course of his 
emotions. 

Many who have never acknowledged this in theory, 
bear testimony to it in their particular judgments. In 
listening to an oration, or reading a written discourse 
not professedly poetical, when do we begin to feel that 
the speaker or author is putting off the character of the 
orator or the prose writer, and is passing into the poet ? 
Not when he begins to show strong feeling ; then we 
merely say, he is in earnest, he feels what he says ; still 
less when he expresses himself in imagery ; then, unless 
illustration be manifestly his sole object, we are apt to 
say, this is affectation. It is when the feeling (instead 
of passing away, or, if it continue, letting the train of 
thoughts run on exactly as they would have done if 
there were no influence at work but the mere intellect) 
becomes itself the originator of another train of associa- 
tion, which expels or blends with the former; when 
(for example) either his words, or the mode of their 
arrangement, are such as we spontaneously use only 
when in a state of excitement, proving that the mind is 
at least as much occupied by a passive state of its own 
feelings, as by the desire of attaining the premeditated 
end which the discourse has in view.* 

Our judgments of authors who lay actual claim to the 
title of poets, follow the same principle. Whenever, 



* And this, we may remark by the way, seems to point to the 
true theory of poetic diction ; and to suggest the true answer to as 
much as is erroneous of Wordsworth's celebrated doctrine on that 
subject. For on the one hand, all language which is the natural 
expression of feeling, is really poetical, and will be felt as such, 
apart from conventional associations ; but on the other, whenever 
intellectual culture has afforded a choice between several modes of 
expressing the same emotion, the stronger the feeling is, the more 
naturally and certainly will it prefer the language which is most 
peculiarly appropriated to itself, and kept sacred from the contact 
of more vulgar objects of contemplation. 
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after a writer's meaning is fully understood, it is still 
matter of reasoning and discussion whether he is a poet 
or not, he will be found to be wanting in the characteris- 
tic peculiarity of association so often adverted to. When, 
on the contrary, after reading or hearing one or two 
passages, we instinctively and without hesitation cry 
out, This is a poet, the probability is, that the passages 
are strongly marked with this peculiar quality. And 
we may add that in such case, a critic who, not having 
sufficient feeling to respond to the poetry, is also with- 
out sufficient philosophy to understand it though he 
feel it not, will be apt to pronounce, not " this is prose," 
but "this is exaggeration," "this is mysticism," or 
" this is nonsense." 

Although a philosopher cannot, by culture, make him- 
self, in the peculiar sense in which we now use the term, 
a poet, unless at least he have that peculiarity of nature 
which would probably have made poetry his earliest 
pursuit ; a poet may always, by culture, make himself a 
philosopher. The poetic laws of association are by no 
means incompatible with the more ordinary laws ; are 
by no means such as must have their course, even 
though a deliberate purpose require their suspension. 
If the peculiarities of the poetic temperament were un- 
controllable in any poet, they might be supposed so in 
Shelley; yet how powerfully, in the Cenci, does he 
coerce and restrain all the characteristic qualities of his 
genius ; what severe simplicity, in place of his usual bar- 
baric splendor ; how rigidly does he keep the feelings 
and the imagery in subordination to the thought. 

The investigation of nature requires no habits or 
qualities of mind, but such as may always be acquired 
by industry and mental activity. Because at one time 
the mind may be so given up to a state of feeling, that 
the succession of its ideas is determined by the present 
enjoyment or sufFering which pervades it, this is no 
reason but that in the calm retirement of study, when 
under no peculiar excitement either of the outward or 
of the inward sense, it may form any combinations, or 
pursue any trains of ideas, which are most conducive to 
the purposes of philosophic inquiry ; and may, while in 
that state, form deliberate convictions, from which no 
excitement will afterward make it swerve. Might we 
not go even further than this ? "We shall not pause to 
ask whether it be not a misunderstanding of the nature 
of passionate feeling to imagine that it is inconsistent 
with calmness ; whether they who so deem it, do not 
mistake passion in the militant or antagonistic state, for 
the type of passion universally ; do not confound pas- 
sion struggling toward an outward object, with passion 
brooding over itself. But without entering into this 
deeper investigation ; that capacity of strong feeling, 
which is supposed necessarily to disturb the judgment, 
is also the material out of which all motives are made ; 
the motives, consequently, which lead human beings to 
the pursuit of truth. The greater the individual's capa- 



bility of happiness and of misery, the stronger interest has 
that individual in arriving at truth ; and when once that 
interest is felt, an impassioned nature is sure to pursue 
this, as to pursue any other object, with greater ardor ; 
for energy of character is commonly the offspring of 
strong feeling. If, therefore, the most impassioned na- 
tures do not ripen into the most powerful intellects, it is 
always from defect of culture, or something wrong in the 
circumstances by which the being has originally or suc- 
cessively been surrounded. Undoubtedly strong feelings 
require a strong intellect to carry them, as more sail re- 
quires more ballast : and when, from neglect, or bad edu- 
cation, that strength is wanting, no wonder if the grand- 
est and swiftest vessels make the most utter wreck. 

Where, as in some of our older poets, a poetic nature 
has been united with logical and scientific culture, the 
peculiarity of association arising from the finer nature so 
perpetually alternates with the associations attainable 
by commoner natures trained to high perfection, that its 
own particular law is not so conspicuously characteristic 
of the result produced, as in a poet like Shelley, to 
whom systematic intellectual culture, in a measure pro- 
portioned to the intensity of his own nature, has been 
wanting. Whether the superiority will naturally be on 
the side of the philosopher-poet or of the mere poet — 
whether. the writings of the one ought, as a whole, to 
be truer, and their influence more beneficent, than those 
of the other — is too obvious in principle to need state- 
ment : it would be absurd to doubt whether two endow- 
ments are better than one ; whether truth is more cer- 
tainly arrived at by two processes, verifying and cor- 
recting each other, than by one alone. Unfortunately, 
in practice the matter is not quite so simple ; there the 
question often is, which is least prejudicial to the intel- 
lect, uncultivation or malcultivation. For, as long as 
education consists chiefly of the mere inculcation of tra- 
ditional opinions, many of which, from the mere fact 
that the human intellect has not yet reached perfection, 
must necessarily be false; so long as even those who 
are best taught, are rather taught to know the thoughts 
of others than to think, it is not always clear that the 
poet of acquired ideas has the advantage over him 
whose feeling has been his sole teacher. For, the depth 
and durability of wrong as well as of right impressions, 
is proportional to the fineness of the material ; and they 
who have the greatest capacity of natural feeling are 
generally those whose artificial feelings are the strongest. 
Hence, doubtless, among other reasons, it is, that in an 
age of revolution in opinion, the contemporary poets, 
those at least who deserve the name, those who have 
any individuality of character, if they are not before 
their age, are almost sure to be behind it. An observa- 
tion curiously verified all over Europe in the present 
century. Nor let it be thought disparaging. However 
urgent may be the necessity for a breaking up of old 
modes of belief, the most strong-minded and discerning, 
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next to those who head the movement, are generally 
those who bring up the rear of it. 



JACOBUS. 

A BRETON LEGEND. BT S. B0PABTZ. 

CHAPTER VII. 

THE PHILOSOPHER HAEOUN AND HIS DAUGHTEE SAPHIEA. 

Abbited at Toledo, Jacobus began by becoming an 
apostate; an indispensable condition for his admission 
to either the public or secret discourses of the mussul- 
man philosophers. He pursued his studies with so great 
ardor and perseverance as to have applied to him what 
the chronicler Sigebert wrote of the Archbishop of 
Rheims, " He surpassed Ptolemy in knowledge of the 
astrolabe, Alexander in the science of the stars, and 
Fremin in that of destiny." 

He learned how to translate the song of birds, and 
how to detect the symbolic meaning of their capricious 
flight. He knew the formulas by which souls, subjected 
to the empire of the evil spirit, are summoned from hell 
and purgatory, and the incantations which revive the 
fantastic shapes of men and things passed away. He 
studied, moreover, the prophetic combination of letters 
and numbers so as to penetrate the secrets of the future ; 
he finally acquired the power of concentrating and 
directing the lightning and the tempest. In a word, he 
was the ablest scholar in the university, and the profes- 
sors with one accord proclaimed him their equal. 

One day Jacobus invented an organ, which, by a 
wonderful mechanism, was so constructed as to utter 
sounds by steam, and to imitate in succession the pipes 
and voices of shepherds, trumpets, and the reverbera- 
tion of thunder. This masterpiece excited great enthu- 
siasm among the people of Toledo, and Jaeobus was led 
in triumph through the streets of the city, mounted on 
a white charger which was covered with the richest 
golden trappings. They bestowed on him a surname 
composed of forty-two syllables, which I am unable to 
repeat or translate in the terms of our barren language. 

The sultan obtained this organ at a most fabulous 
price, and placed it in the most beautiful apartment of 
his harem. 

In the midst of these rapid and dazzling successes, 
Jacobus found himself no happier than when in the 
abbey of the Holy Saviour of Redon after his discovery 
of the manuscript. 

The cause of his grief still remained as before. 

He was now at Toledo, in that university so often 
dreamed of; he was the wisest of his class and as wise 
as the wisest of its professors— except one. 

The fame of Haroun, the philosopher, had spread 
over Spain, and even throughout Africa, and it was so 
great that there was none other comparable to it, and 
it was justified by the incredible wonders which he 
daily performed with his magical science. This occult 



knowledge lay hidden in a mysterious book that the 
magician had received from his ancestors, and which 
was written by the veritable hand of Solomon, when 
this prince, after denying his God, had passed from the 
arms of a courtesan to the altars of his idols. Thanks 
to this book, Haroun, by the side of the other wise men 
of Toledo, was like the sun among the stars, or as the 
sultan in the midst of his attendants. 

Haroun guarded his treasure with jealous watchful- 
ness ; it was his glory, his fortune, his life. And, as he 
had no son, which he bitterly regretted, the inheritance 
of its precious and wonderful secret was reserved for 
the husband of Saphira, his only daughter. It is im- 
portant to state that Saphira was the ugliest of the 
daughters of Eve, which fact, it cannot be denied, 
provoked his appreciation of the book, causing it truly 
to be held at an incalculable valuation. 

That, therefore, which excited the despondency of 
Jacobus, embittering all his triumphs, proceeded from 
the philosopher Haroun's book. 

Jacobus strained every nerve to win the kindly con- 
sideration of Haroun. He presented rich gifts to him, 
and composed a very long poem in his honor. The 
philosopher could not resist this last shaft, and there- 
after the same roof sheltered the poet and his hero ; but 
the book remained in concealment as well for Jacobus 
as for the meanest of the slaves. 

At the expiration of some months Jacobus became 
satisfied that he could never possess the book without 
the daughter. He resigned himself accordingly to 
whatever might happen. 

On the following day he made a passionate declara- 
tion to Saphira, and she with blushes confessed to him 
that she was very far from being indifferent to him. 
Haroun, on his part, yielded to the suit of his pupil with 
extreme condescension, and told him how happy he was 
to know that, after the death of its present owner, the 
precious manuscript of Solomon would fall into such 
reliable and honored hands. 

Now, Haroun was still young and in vigorous health, 
and Jacobus, on discovering that he would be com- 
pelled to await the philosopher's death before handling 
the book so dearly purchased, secretly made a most 
frightful grimace. 

The time which elapsed between his conquest of 
Saphira's hand and the betrothal seemed to be a century 
for her and an hour for Jacobus. Long resolved upon 
any extreme rather than to forego the possession of 
Solomon's manuscript, Jacobus saw present trials com- 
pensated by an infinite recompense in the future. 

Haroun, on the evening of the marriage, drank 
enough for a philosopher,, and a great deal too much for 
a mussulman, indeed, to such an extent that they were 
compelled to bear him reverently to his bed. 

Jacobus, remaining alone with Saphira, demanded of 
her, without appearing to attach much importance to 



